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v/ Sorx JA (jtmes. 

The Duke of Venice. 

Merochw, a Pr.ince , and a Sutor to Portia. 
f . The Prince of ^Aragon , Sutor alfo to 
BaJf.inio,zn Italian Lord, Sutor Iikewife to Portia. 'f 
Anthonie , a Merchant of Venice. 

Salarino, 

SaUnio, ?" Gentlemen of , and Compa- 
CratianOy ^ nions vvith Bajj'anio, 

Lorenfo, ' 

Shy lock, the rich Ie\fr,and Father of leftca. 

Tuball, a lew , Shtlocks Friend. 

Portia, the rich TtalifilWLady. 

N erri Jf * , her way ting- 1 entlewoman. 

Iefica, Daughter to Shy lock. 

Gobbo, an old man, father to Lancelot. 

Lancelot Gobbo the Clowne, 

Stefhano, a Meflenger. 

lay lor, and Attendants. s 
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Scene, partly at Venice , tf/zi partly at Belmont , the 
Seat of Portia , 
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The Comicall Hiftory of theMer 

chant of Venice^. 





Enter tAnthonio , Salarino, and SaU»it. 

N footh I know not why I am fo fad. 

It wearies me, you fay it wearies you- . 

But how I caught it, found it,or came by it. 
What ftuffe tis made of, whereof it is borne, 
I am to learnc : 

I And fiich a want- wit fadneffe makes of me, 
j That I have much adoe to know my feife. 

Salar. Your mind is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly fayle. 

Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 

Doe over-peere the pettie-traffiquers, 

That courfie to them doe them reverence. 

As they flie by them with their woven wings. 

SaUn. Beleeve me fir, had I fuch venture forth. 

The better part of my affc&ions would 
Be with my hopesabroad. I fhouldbe ftill 
Plucking the graffe to know where fits the vvinde. 

Prying in Maps for Ports, and Pecres,and Rodes : 

And every ob;e<fl that might make me feare 
Mif-fortunes to my ventures, out of doubt 
W ould make me fad. 

Salar. My wind cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a wind too great might doe at fea.’ 

I fbould not fee thefandie houre-glafle runne. 

But I {jhould thinke of Shallowesandof Flatts, 

And fee my wealthy docksin fand, 

Vayling her high top lower then her ribs, 
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